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London Calling 


Author's Notes: 
The \"computer wars\" are based on me and friend, who\'s still Mac while I\'m (still) PC. 


"Crap, hurry up before it rains--" Maddy Page muttered, leaning on the buzzer by the loading dock doors. 


"Yeah, really--" Pinky Torrance looked up anxiously at the sky. Even by London standards, the encroaching black 


cloud promised to be a nasty one. 
"Guys--" Maddy hit the buzzer again as a solid crack of thunder echoed flatly off the buildings. 


‘Mommy, l'm scared--" Three-year-old James Patrick Page the fourth, better known as JJ, whimpered, 
cringing against Maddy's shoulder. Maddy hugged him closer, looking nervously up at the sky herself. 


"What's the password?" a male voice inquired over a nearby intercom. 


"The password is open the freaking door before | kill you, Lerxst," Maddy retorted A moment later the door 


trundled obediently open and they hurried in as a gust of wind whipped down the alleyway. 


"Sorry, Mad--" Alex Lifeson, aka Lerxst, said, giving her a sheepish grin. "I couldn't remember which one opened 


it" He frowned at the control panel. "Now | can't remember which one closes it." 
"Try the "Down" button," Maddy suggested, shifting JJ to her other arm. 


"Yeah, duh--" Alex watched as the door creaked shut, locking out the storm. "Hey, Pinky. Good to see you 
again" He grinned over at her. "So Pratt and | didn't scare you guys off for good?" 


"Not yet," Pinky said with a laugh. Her band, Tornado, was slated to open for Rush on their upcoming tour. 
Maddy had introduced Pinky and her sister/lead guitarist Rainey to Alex and drummer Neil Peart a few days 


earlier. 


‘Its okay, baby, the storm can't get us in here--" Maddy reassured JJ, then looked at Alex. "He's freaked. He 


hates storms." Maddy herself could relate; she didn't care much for them, either. 


"Nothing to be afraid of, squirt," Alex said, taking JJ. "Just the angels up there moving furniture around, that's 


all." 
"| thought they were bowling," Pinky said 


"Nah, they're redecorating," Alex said as they started toward the set of the video he and his cohorts were 
filming. "Your mom looks great. Have you told her that?" He winked back at Maddy. The last time he'd seen her 
in person, she'd been almost as much of a wreck as her husband Jimmy, who by that point had disintegrated 
into a fumble-fingered alcoholic junkie teetering on the edge of collapse - or worse. Her desperate efforts to 


save her marriage, Jimmy and his rapidly deflating Zeppelin had nearly cost her her sanity. 
"Do 1?" Maddy looked appropriately demure. 


"You both do," he said Maddy was dressed pretty much as usual - long fluttery skirt, pink high heels and her 
usual twinset, albeit with the cardigan stuffed haphazardly in her cavernous carpetbag of a purse. Pinky's 
outfit was the feminine version of Geddy Lee's usual look - faded jeans, strappy pink sandals and a black velvet 
blazer worn over a snug pink blouse. She had a long mass of glossy black corkscrews even more wayward than 
Maddy's, for the moment mostly restrained with a pink fluffy something. Alex and Neil had been debating 


whether she looked more like Ava Gardner or Vivian Leigh. 
"Wocket!" JJ squealed delightedly, pointing. "Mommy, look, wocket!" 


Maddy started to tell him it was a bad wocket, not a good wocket, but didn't. She watched as Alex let him 
down so he could run over to inspect the faux missile that Geddy's son Julian was going to be "riding" in the 


video. 


"You know-" Pinky said after a moment, "From the way you described that thing, | thought it was going to be 
a lot bigger." 


"So spoke Charlene the first time Lerxst here dropped his trousers," Maddy smirked. 


"Heyl" Alex tried to look offended as Pinky cracked up, without success. "Leave my wife out of this." He tried to 
glare at Maddy, but started laughing instead. "You just wait, woman." 


"GEH-EEE!" JJ yelled, running between Maddy and Alex and crashing into the rather startled Geddy Lee, hugging 


him around the leg. 

"Yeah, right-" Alex rolled his eyes in comical impression of Maddy's usual exasperated gesture. "Everyoneloves 
a Jewish boy." He found it intriguing that the normally timid JJ had immediately latched onto the bassist with 
an adoration approaching worship - much the same way that his normally shy mother had immediately bonded 
with Geddy when the band had found themselves stranded with Led Zeppelin in Newark Airport nine years 
earlier. 

"Hey, kiddo," Geddy scooped JJ up. "You're getting big. And you're really starting to look like your father." JJ 
had the same dark shaggy hair, fragile build and cherubic features as his famous father, although they still 
didn't know if he'd inherited Jimmy's musical ability as well. So far as they could tell, though, the majority of 
his personality seemed to be Maddy's. "How old are you now, anyway?" 

"Thwee!" JJ proclaimed proudly. 

"Geddy? What on earth did you do to your hair?!" Maddy interrupted. 

"Like you never changed your hairstyle," he retorted, realizing as he spoke that he couldn't remember Maddy 
ever having changed her hair in all the years he'd known her. "And hello to you, too" He tried to sound 
annoyed, but failed. 

"Yeah, but a mullet?" 

‘It's not a mullet." 

"Is a mullet, Geddy. A mullet. Oh well, at least it'll grow out" Maddy shook her head. 

"You sound like my mother. And it is growing out” He ran his free hand through his overgrown bangs. 

"It doesn't look bad," Pinky said, coming to Geddy's defense. 

| - uh-" Geddy finally got a look at her - and froze. 


"Hey Ged, this is Pinky. She's going to be going on the road with us ---" Alex looked from one to the other, not 


sure if this was an impending crisis or a golden opportunity to give his best friend hell for about the next 
thousand years. 


Maddy took JJ and set him down. "Hey look, there's a sandbox over there. Want to go check it out?" She 
pointed him in the direction of a real sandbox in the faux backyard of a nearby faux farmhouse, then looked 


back at the others. 


"Uh - glad to meet you." Maddy's momentary distraction had given Geddy just enough of a chance to recover 


his composure. 


"A couple of the other girls may be by in a little bit," Pinky said, taking the offered hand and giving him a 
quick, appreciatively speculative, look. Geddy actually blushed a little, looking slightly down and away. 


"They're girls. All girls. Charlene's probably going to kill me," Alex grinned 

"Hey, JJ, is that you?" Neil Peart provided a welcome interruption. "Look at you! You're getting big! 
sigs 

"Wed!" JJ said 

‘Very good" Maddy handed him an MEM, then held up another one. "Now, what color is this one?" 
"Gwen!" 

‘Very good" She handed that one to him as well 

"Bwown!" 

‘Very good. Who doesnt like brown MẸM's?" 

"Van Hawen" 

"Right!" Maddy looked around at Alex, Neil and Geddy. "He's good, isn't he?" Her habit of holding running 


conversations with her son, even well before he could speak, was starting to pay off. JJ was a proficient, if not 


always perfectly enunciated, speaker. "Okay, here's a hard one. Which one is this?" 


"Tan!" 
"Good for you!" She gave him the MEM. 


"Mad? Is it a good idea for him to eat all that chocolate?" Geddy finally pointed out. 


"Oh, like you should talk. You know, I'm not so sure about your parenting skills right now." She looked at the 


others. "Letting his son ride around on a nuclear missile like that. Really, now!" 
"Guys? We're ready!" Hugh Syme, the band's longtime graphic designer and now video director, called. 


‘Okay-" Maddy scooped JJ up. "C'mon, kiddo. Break's over. Gotta get back to work." She made her way back onto 
the set, a faux farmhouse backyard, where Julian, Geddy's son, was playing in a sandbox. "What should | do?" 


"Come out of the door with JJ in your arms, like you're going to call to Julian to come in," Hugh said. "But 


instead, look up into the sky and act startled, okay?" 

"Okay-" She opened the "farmhouse" door. "When should | come in?" 

"When | say "Action," give it a five-one-thousand count.” 

"Will do." 

"Cool. Okay, places, everyone. Places. Great. Okay, three, two, one - ACTION!" 

Right on cue, Maddy opened the door, taking a step out - then freezing in mid-stride and looking up. She 
finished the step, still peering wide-eyed into the shadows high overhead. JJ looked up as well, then, after a 
long pause, looked at his mother in bewilderment. "Mommy? What is it?" 


"Cut!" Hugh was laughing. "Perfect." 


Over on the pentagonal area where the band was set up, Geddy laughed, then sat down on the edge of the 
little stage next to Pinky. "I don't know about these concept videos." 


"Would you get mad if | asked you exactly what the concept is?" Pinky inquired with a smile. 


"No, but at this point l'm not sure | could tell you myself," he admitted. "| haven't made up my mind if MTV is 
good or bad" 


"| like watching it." She shrugged. "We had fun with the videos we've done so far." 


"What's the song called? "The Far Side Of The City?" He could remember some of the lyrics, but wasn't sure if 
they had anything to do with the title. 


She nodded. "We just finished one for a song called "In The Rain" 
"| think I've heard that one. Something about a black umbrella." 


She nodded. "It's kind of a downer." 


"| like its" he said honestly. "It's pretty. And they lyrics are clever. 
"Thanks" She looked shyly flattered. "I wrote that one awhile ago. Back in college.” 

"Do you do all the lyrics?" 

She shook her head "Stef does, mostly, although Rainey's starting to pitch in, too. 

"Alex and | mostly gave up on lyrics after Neil joined the band. He's better at it than we are" 

"You guys wrote the lyrics for your first album, though, didn't you?" 

He nodded. "Well, yeah" 

"| like "In The Mood” It's cute." She gave him a sideways glance, then looked down at the platform. "Hey, do 
these little switches next to the names do anything?" She gave one an experimental flip. The edge of the stage 
featured boxes with the names of different countries, each accompanied by a little switch 

"That one sends an electric shock to Pratt's underpants," Alex said, referring to Neil 

"Huh?" Neil looked up from behind the drums. "Did he say something about my underpants?" 

Alex smirked, then leaned over and flicked the switch back and forth. 

"Okay guys, your turn-" Hugh said, speaking to the band. 

Pinky went over to where Maddy was standing near the faux farmhouse. "Did you say he's divorced?" 


"Who? Geddy?" Maddy looked around. "Yeah, and it was pretty rough on him." She'd let JJ down to play in the 


sandbox again. 

Pinky nodded. "So he's not seeing anyone, | take it?" 

"No, he's-" Maddy looked around. "Pinky-" 

"One thing at a time, girlfriend. One thing at a time-" Pinky smiled wickedly. 
Maddy wasn't sure if she liked the sound of that. 

oS 


Instead of washing the air clean, the storm had left it dirtier, clogged with a sticky, dripping mixture of smog 


and steam, as thick and oppressive as a muggy summer's day in Maddy's home state of Arkansas. Since Tower 
House, being in London as opposed to Arkansas, didn't have air conditioning, Jimmy Page was attempting to 
resort to his wife's old trick of wedging a large fan in a window in an effort to cool off the inside of the house. 
Apparently the builders of the house hadn't thought this particular nicety through either, since he couldn't 
find a window the fan would fit in. 

"Daddy!" 

"Hey there!" He abandoned the fan and scooped JJ up, feeling his irritation dissolve. "You're back!" 

"And | might have just made a really big mistake," Maddy announced, coming in. 

"Why? The video didn't go well?" He kissed her on the cheek 

"No, it went very well. But | think Pinky likes Geddy, if you know what | mean" 

"Why is that bad?" 


"I'm not sure." 


Jimmy set JJ down. "He needs to get together with someone, luv. He hasn't even been on a date since the 


divorce." 

"He took it so hard." She shook her head. 

"Not that | can blame him. | wouldn't have taken it very well if you'd left me." 
"Jimmy-" She changed the subject. "How did everything go?" 


"Better than | expected" He pulled her into his arms and kissed her. "I think it might actually work, 


hummingbird" 

"And what made you think it wouldn't?" She hugged him tightly around the waist, then looked up at him. 
He kissed her nose. "| wasn't sure. After everything that happened" He left the thought unfinished. 

She leaned closer. "It'll be fine. Have you decided when you're going to make your big public debut?" 
"Not yet, luv. It's bad enough that the rumors are starting to swirl already." 

"Keep ‘em guessing.” She stood on tiptoes to kiss him on the mouth. 


He hugged her tighter. "Its going to be okay this time around, luv. We're not going to make the same mistakes. 


We've got our act together now" He nuzzled into her hair. "I just hope | can hack it is all." 
"You'll be fine. Really." She drew back to look at him. 

"You believe so?" 

"| know so." 


He pressed his hand to her cheek. She does know. She knew what a mess he really was, and she loved him 
anyway. / don't deserve her. 


~ Ke 


"Okay, where is it? Boot disk, boot disk, boot disk --- ah ha, here!" Maddy triumphantly withdrew a 5.25 floppy 


from a case and put it in the drive, then turned her computer on. 

| heard they're going to start using smaller disks soon - | think they're three and a half inches," Geddy said, 
watching as Maddy's "fancy-scmantzy" new Radio Shack Color Computer, aka "Coco," obediently went through 
its startup routine. It was several days later and they were at the Swan Song Records offices. 

"Wayne was saying that soon we won't even need boot disks - they're working on computers with something 
he called a hard drive. Ill be built right into the machine. Best of all, you'll be able to save things on the hard 
drive and they'll still be there when you turn the computer back on. No more RAM disks." 

"That'll be nice," Geddy said, then frowned. "That's the interface?" 

"What do you mean, that's the interface?" 

“All you have is a command prompt: 

"No duh. What were you expecting? A nudie show?" 

"Apples have a graphic menu, Mad. It's a lot nicer" 

She tweaked his infamous nose. "I want a computer, Gedmeister. Not an Etch-A-Sketch." 


"So how do | get into this program you were talking about?" 


"The one that does music and graphics and all? Here. Cheat sheet." She handed him a printout still attached at 
the perforations. When he tried to look at it, it unraveled all over the floor. 


"Great. Ten thousand years of evolution and here we are, back to the scroll," he deadpanned. 


"Hey, it worked for Kerouac,” she pointed out. 

"What the heck is this, anyway?" 

"What's what?" 

"This" 

"What's this” 

"These instructions, Mad. What kind of --2" 

"BASIC, Ged. BASIC" 

"Basic gobbledegook" He frowned at the printout. "This doesn’t even make sense. 

"Well, its that or COBOL and | don't know enough COBOL. Besides, the program uses BASIC." 
"Mad, you just tell a Mac what to do and it does it" 

"So? That's what you're doing here. 

"You are?" He gave her a strange look "Could have fooled me 

"This is how a real computer works, Gedster" She stuck her tongue out at him. *Wuss. 


"Doing things the hard way doesn't make you-" He was interrupted by a chunky, strawberry-blond and very 


irate dude. 

"Fuck, man, fuck! Like man, this is like so fucking unfair! Fuck!" 

Startled, they both looked around. The new arrival was clad in bright red parachute pants, black hi-top 
Reeboks, a black mesh tanktop, a red and white sweatband and matching wristbands. In his right hand he 


clutched a traffic ticket. "Man, this is like so fucking unfair! It just doesn't pay to be a cool partymeister 


partydude anymore, man, | tell you!" 
"Now what did you do, Carlton?" Maddy sighed. 


"Partyman didn't do him nothing, Mads! That fat old judge just had a big fat old stick up his big fat old ass 


cause Partyman's a cool swinging partymeister and he's not!" 


"Let me guess? You lost your license?" With luck, it will be permanently 


"Fuck that unpartying shit! Partyman's gonna fight him the power, Mads! Partyman's sick of these fatass 
losers picking on Partyman and his Party People!" 


"Does he tak like that all the time now?" Geddy said 

Maddy nodded. "Unfortunately," 

"Fight the power! Fight the power!" Carlton stomped around in a circle, chanting, 
"What happened?" Geddy was almost afraid to ask 

"Got his third speeding ticket for the year and | think they're sick of him 


"Carlton, please. Fight whatever power you're fighting somewhere else," Jimmy said, looking in. "So what do you 


think of the computer, Geddy?" 
"I still think you should have gotten Macs," Geddy said truthfully. 


"Fuck this unpartying shit! This unpartying shit sucks rotten eggs! Partyman ain't taking him none of this, no 
way, no sir, no how! He's gonna fight him this unpartying shit!" 


"Cariton-" Jimmy shook his head, leaning his hand on his forehead. "If you're that pissed off, why don't you 
just go yell it out the window or something?" 


"You damn well better believe it! Partyman's partying this unpartying shit to the streets!" Carlton stomped off. 


Moments later they heard him bellowing: "PARTYMAN'S AS MAD AS UNPARTYING HELL AND HE AIN'T GONNA 
PARTY HM THIS UNPARTYING SHIT NO MORE!" 


Maddy smacked her forehead, literally, then smacked her bewildered husband on the butt, making him yelp. 
"You and your big mouth." 


Jimmy, recovering, gave her a sloe-eyed, lascivious smirk. "Do that again" 
"You better watch out. | know where you hide your whip," she warned him. 


"Okay, too much information" Geddy held a hand up. Secretly, he was envying them. All at once, he felt very 


lonely - not in the sexual sense, just wishing he had - someone. 


"COME ON PARTY PEOPLE, PARTY IT WITH PARTYMAN! WE THE PARTY PEOPLE ARE AS MAD AS UNPARTYING 
HELL AND WE AIN'T GONNA PARTY THIS UNPARTYING SHIT NO MORE!" 


Geddy glanced toward whatever office Carlton was in, then looked back at Maddy. "Ever reconsider that DNA 


test? I'm getting more and more convinced he's not really your cousin 


~ Ke 


"Wotcha?" Whitney Walker, Tornado's tall, blonde and very Cockney drummer exclaimed, stopping dead in her 
tracks. "Wot the bleedin’ ‘ell is this?" 


| guess that traffic court date didn't go too well," Pinky observed dryly, watching as two police officers led 
the struggling Carlton, who was bellowing something about fighting the power and not taking none of this 
unpartying shit, to a cruiser. Maddy was standing in the doorway, shaking her head. 

"That's not really Maddy's cousin, is it?" Rainey, Pinky's slightly younger sister, wondered aloud. “It can't be." 
She was a couple of inches taller and much slimmer than the curvaceous Pinky, with a long mop of side-parted 
raven hair. While many females of Maddy's acquaintance harbored a desire to fuck her husband, Rainey was 
the only one Maddy knew of who wanted to be him. It would have been comical had she not been so good. 
Watching her slink across the stage, wielding her turquoise Telecaster like the erstwhile hammer of the gods, 
Maddy sometimes felt her hair stand on end - even more than it already did. 

"We've been wondering that for awhile now," Pinky said. 

"Did you ‘ear anything about that guitar?" Whitney looked around. 

"lm going to look at it this afternoon. If it's what it's supposed to be, it's really something cool." 

"What is it?" Pinky said 

"A Black Beauty." 

"A horse?" 

"Shut up. It's a Les Paul. Vintage Les Paul, might | add. Sixties, | think" 


"I thought you wanted a Sunburst." 


"Yeah, well, I'll take what | can get, babe. And this one looks special. Hey, there's your boyfriend" She pointed at 
Geddy, who'd just come out of the building with Jimmy. 


"Shut up." Pinky said, but blushed slightly. 


What Goes Around 


Author's Notes: 
A mousse can really will explode under the right circumstances-and it can be pretty funny when it does. 


Blackie's raucous barking had awakened Jimmy and Maddy in the very early hours of that late September morning 
"The fuck--?" Jimmy grumbled, trying to get his thoughts together enough to figure out what was going on 


‘Blackie, what's biting your butt?!" Maddy, the far more sober and undrugged of the two, scrambled over him to 
get out of bed and hurried downstairs 


Jimmy buried his face in the pillow with a groan. "Fucking dog Must be another damn fox or something," he 


grumbled fo no one in particular. 
‘ts Pinky!" That was his assistant, Rick 


"The hell?" Jimmy sat up, suddenly wide awake, grabbing a blue robe from the bedpost and pulling it on as he 
hurried downstairs. When he reached the landing, he saw Maddy standing at the entrance to the foyer, talking fo 
the visibly shaken Pinky Torrance. Steffie Smith was standing half-behind them, wide-eyed, holding a white envelope 
against her chest with both hands. Immy felt cold Something had fo be very wrong for them to have turned up 
at quarter to three in the morning He wasn’t sure he wanted to know what it was. Hs stomach tightening into a 
cold knot of anxiety, he went back upstairs fo see if the commotion had woken Bonzo. He somehow wasnt 


surprised to see that it hadnt. The drummer was lying very stil, on his back--- 
Too bloody still 


He took a few steps toward the bed, realizing that something else was also very, very horribly wrong. "Maddy! Call 
979 He's not breathing!" 


Jimmy shivered and took a step back from the refrigerator, letting the door hang open. He squeezed his eyes 
shut, trying to stop his train of thought before it plunged over into the abyss, a gray swirling miasma of 
half-seen phantasms. 


He'd gotten on his back somehow, how, Jimmy wasn't sure, they'd propped him up with pillows to keep it from 
happening but he'd somehow rolled over and he must have started to vomit. 


He took another step back, shaking his head, trying to force himself back into the present, then jumped back 
with a startled yell as something brushed the back of his head. Looking up and around, he beheld a long trailing 
tentacle of ivy reaching down from its perch atop a cabinet. Damn. That bloody thing is growing Maddy was 


apparently making up for Tower House's lack of exterior landscaping by attempting to establish her own 
interior rainforest. He didn't mind. 


/ want to be with you forever, in this world and the next and however many others there are. 

He'd told her that when he proposed to her, on the shores of Loch Ness, so nervous that he almost couldn't 
speak at all. Almost eleven years later, he still did. Had it not been for her, Id be dead Im the one who wouldn't 
be here. Me and. 


"Man, | tell you, this sucks eggs! It just don't pay none to be a hip swinging dudemeister no more, Mads!" 


"Such lovely grammar." Maddy ushered the dejected-looking Carlton into the kitchen. "You should be glad they 
dropped the charge of creating a public disturbance." 


"So it went reasonably well?" Jimmy said, forgetting all about the open fridge. 


"| guess so." Maddy retrieved a diet Dr. Pepper from the second shelf and shut the door, then gave him a 
quick kiss hello. As she drew back, she paused, looking into his eyes. "You okay?" 


"Yeah." He kissed her back. She looked at him closely for another moment, then smiled. 
"Man, they wouldn't even listen to me!" Carlton moped. 
"Carlton, | told you, the license thing is a done deal. Now stop whining about it. You screwed up. Deal with it," 


Maddy admonished, rinsing the top of the can off before she opened it and rummaging in one of the cabinets 


for a straw. 
"Its not fair, Mads! Not at alll" 


"Life isn't fair, Carlton. Deal with it" She opened the can and threaded the straw back through the tab and into 
the can - the better to keep it from floating back out of the can 


"Yeah, well it still sucks eggs," Carlton pouted. 
She sighed and shot Jimmy a wry look. He put his hands on her shoulders, drawing her back against him. 


‘| mean, come on! How am | supposed to win me back my Cuddley-Cups if | don't gots me no happening set of 
wheels?" Carlton demanded. 


"Grammar, Carlton, grammar," Maddy said again, glancing up and back into Jimmy's molten-chocolate eyes. 
"You'll just have to think of something else is all" 


"Man, | don't get it! | did what you're supposed to! | mean, | took her nice places and bought her little cuddle- 


girly stuff and told her all those little cuddle-girly things they wanna hear! | gots me moolah and a happening 
set o' Partywheels! | mean, come on, what more does she need a man to give her? Its not fair! Them little 
Cuddle-Girls just wants them some mean old Mr. Heartbreaker with an earring to treat them bad while the 


nice, good, caring, sensitive, smart guys like me just get our hearts broken!" 


Jimmy shook his head. He'd had this discussion with his cousin-in-law many times before. "Maybe it's time to 


think about what Vicki wants, Carlton." 
"Who did she dump you for this time, anyway?" Maddy said, 


"Some old boyfriend. She said he's gonna make her a star and all this time. Man, it sucks smelly soggy butt, | 
tells ya!" 


"Stop being vulgar," Maddy scolded. 

"Maaaan---" Carlton moped. "I gotta get me a plani" 

"You need to get a clue first," Maddy said 

‘Vicki has old boyfriends here?" Jimmy couldn't remember the blonde with anyone except Maddy's cousin 


"Oh yeah, several. She even nicked one of mine for a time there. Good riddance, as you'd say." The perennially 
British expression sounded funny with her southern accent. 


"Not Brian?" 

"No, the one before him. Mr. Cinemafantastique. You never met him" 

"If it's the one l'm thinking of, I'm glad | didn't" Jimmy rolled his eyes. "What a tosser." 

"Come on, partymeisters, help out Partyman here!" Carlton interrupted. "Partyman's gotta get him a plan!" 
"And a clue," Maddy said again, taking a step back and bumping into the ivy. "Damn, this thing is growing---" 
ie 


"He needs mousse,” Steffie Smith decided, rummaging in the portable black hole that served as her purse. 
"Here" She handed Pinky a brown Suave can 


"| don't need mousse. It just needs to grow out a bit is all," Geddy protested. He was certain now that they 
would rue the decision to tour with an all-girl band. 


"Maybe we can get the sides to blend ina little more." Pinky shook the can, squirted out a generous dollop and 


set to work. They were back on the video soundstage, with Geddy seated in front of an ersatz dressing table. 
"Or make him really look like Farrah Fawcett-Majors," Alex said with a laugh. Although the sides of Geddy's 
hair had grown in considerably since the ill-advised cut, they were still noticeably shorter than the long switch 


in back, giving him the unfortunate suggestion of Farrah wings. 


| never did the wing thing,’ Pinky said. "Almost every girl | knew in school did, though." With her mass of 


tangled black curls, Farrah wings would have been impossible anyway. 

"That was a total pain in the ass," Steffie said. "Trying to keep those damn things flipped back." 

"Remember how every one of the girls went around with a huge comb sticking out of the back pocket of her 
designer jeans?" Pinky said. "Remember whatshername - Nicole - getting hers snagged in the chair in Biology 
class and ripping the back of her Gloria Vanderbilts?" 

"You had a pair, too," Stef pointed out. 

"Not Gloria Vanderbilts. No way. | had the one pair of Jordache, though." Pinky ran her fingers through Geddy's 
hair to fluff it, then reached around him for the mousse can again. "They looked pretty damn good on me, if | 
do say so myself - crud" She'd knocked the can off the dressing table, sending it bouncing off the leg of 
Geddy's chair. 


Geddy was thinking that anything - a sheet, a barrel, a burlap bag, nada - would look pretty damn good on her, 
but he didn't say it. 


Steffie retrieved the can, which now had a huge dent in it. "Do you think it's still okay?" 
"Let me see." Pinky took it pressed the button on top, but nothing happened. "I think we killed it." 


"It was almost empty anyway.” Steffie took it and set it on the table. "What was the other brand that 


everyone wore? Something - was it Valentine?" 
"Sergio Valente." Pinky went back to poufing Geddy's hair into place, more or less. 
"Whatever happened to Levis?" Alex inquired, sitting on the dressing table and picking up the can 


"Those were strictly guys only. Those and Wrangler," Pinky said. "Girls could get away with the Gap, but only if 


they were the colored ones, not the blue ones." 
"Colored?" Alex shook the can and tried so dispense some of the remaining mousse, with no success. 


"Like bright yellow or green or something. | had a couple pair of pink ones. | also had a blue pair with pink 
stitching and pink leaves on the back pockets. Now those | miss." She looked at Alex. "Better leave that thing 


alone." 

He peered at the nozzle. "It should work" 

"What happened to them?" Geddy said "Your pink leaf jeans, | mean" 
"Wore ‘em to death. So, what do you think? Better?" 


He had to admit, it was. "Yeah, |---" He was interrupted by a loud bang and clatter and a flurry of white 
foamy flecks. 


"Alex!" Pinky exclaimed. 


"What the hell---?" He'd depressed the nozzle while the can was upright, causing the remaining mousse to 


eject - violently. 


"And | thought Jimmy was dangerous." Pinky took the can from him. It was completely imploded. "Okay. Now we 
know not to drop one of these things." 


"Really---" Alex wiped mousse from his face. "This stuff is sticky." 


Its supposed to be. It's glue, not lube." Pinky looked in the mirror, then scrunched the white blobs into her 
curls. "Although | do have a friend who swears by KY Jelly for keeping your hair spiked" 


"You have got to be kidding." Geddy looked around at her, hoping he hadn't just blushed a little bit. 
"My feelings exactly. Of course, | also know someone who uses glue. The Elmer's stuff, you know?" 
"Like the stuff Dirk here used to eat in art class?" Alex said, unable to resist. 


"Shut up. That was you and you know it," Geddy retorted, then looked at Pinky. "He tries to blame me for 
everything." 


"I told him Aero-Lac is the same thing," Steffie said. 

"That or Aqua-Net:" Pinky agreed. 

"What's the difference?" Alex said. 

"Aero-Lac is basically glue in a spray can and Aqua-Net is basically starch," Pinky explained. She refluffed 


Geddy's hair, pushing aside a stray strand that had fallen across his cheek. "Hey, | thought your eyes were 


brown They're kind of green" They were a color between hazel and olive, far more muted than hers. 


"They're sort of both." He had to look away, just a little, then back at her. She was wearing some kind of 
muskily floral perfume - he had no idea what kind, but this close it was a little overwhelming Maybe Im not 
going to regret this after all 


She smiled, holding his gaze for just a strategic moment too long before looking innocently away. "Hey Stef, 
speaking of hairspray, you got any in there?" 


"Eh, Pinky---" 


‘Its for me, nincompoop." Pinky retorted, giving his overgrown bangs a final fluff and heading over to talk to 


Stef, who'd walked over to look at something on the other side of the soundstage. 
"Look at you, Dirk. You're shaking," Alex smirked. 
‘lm not shaking." Geddy held up his hands, revealing that he was indeed shaking, just a little. 


"You're shaking." Alex shook his head with a laugh. "Hey, she is hot. And she certainly seems to be hot for 
you." 


"Shut up, Lerxst." Geddy glanced over at Pinky and Stef, who were mercifully just out of earshot. 


‘Seriously, Ged, she seems really sweet. And hell, she's gorgeous. You could do a lot worse." Alex looked back at 
his friend. "You like her, don't you?" He'd almost forgotten what an awkward bundle of nerves Geddy turned 
into when his innate shyness kicked in. 


"Shut up---" Geddy said again, putting his hands over his face and confirming Alex's suspicions. 
~~ 


"You don't want to eat something Italian. You want to wear something Italian--" the droning voice on the tape 


proclaimed. It was about a quarter to eleven the next morning and they were at the Swan Song offices, waiting 


for Geddy. 


"No-ohh, | don't want to wear something Italian. | want to fuck something Italian--" Pinky deadpanned, eyes 


closed. 


"| suppose that would burn calories, too--" Maddy said, opening her eyes, then shutting off the boombox. "And 


now | want a calzone. Or a stromboli." 
"These self-help tapes are worthless. | don't care what Perry thinks," Pinky decided. 


Jimmy poked his head around his office door. "| got your stromboli right here, babe," he said in a very bad 


"Noo Yawk" accent. 


"Great. That's what we're calling it now? A stromboli?" Maddy said as Pinky burst out laughing. 

"And more to the point, PT, | thought you wanted something Kosher. Canadian, at any rate," Jimmy said. 

"What are you talking about?" Pinky have him a strange look. 

"Geddy Lee. | thought you had the hots on for him." 

"What gave you that idea?" Pinky said 

"Well, he's certainly hot for you, woman" 

"No he's not." Pinky gave him a skeptical little smile. 

Jimmy stuck his tongue out at her, then said, "Hey, you want to hear something? | finally found it this 
morning!" Without waiting for an answer, he vanished back into his office. A moment later, the walls were 
quivering under the onslaught of the Damned's "New Rose." 

"Sheesh. Look at him. Jimmy the Geek," Maddy said with an affectionate laugh, watching Jimmy gleefully bounce 
around the secretarial bay in a sort of frug-fish-watusi-pogo-epileptic-seizure derivative. She shook her head, 


then yelled over the music, "Nice tune, but can you dance to it?!" 


"Maybe you can, but him? | dunno," Pinky said, shaking her head. Somehow, she wouldn't have thought Jimmy 
Page would be - well, so charmingly dorky sometimes. No wonder Maddy adores him. 


"Uh, guys?" Jim Beach, who was probably regretting his decision to relocate the Law Offices of Beach and 
Lockwood to the same building as his partner's favorite clients, poked his head in the door. "We can't hear 
anything in the conference room for the -- Pagey, what the hell are you doing?" 


"What does it look like I'm doing?!" Jimmy yelled over the music. 


"Like you're either being electrocuted or have a ferret in your pants," Jim retorted as Pinky, mercifully, shut 


the music off. 
"So that's what we're calling it now? A ferret?" Maddy deadpanned. 
"Huh?" Jim looked at her, bewildered. 


"Never mind." She winked at Jimmy, or tried to. She couldn't wink without scrunching up one entire side of her 


face and nearly closing the other eye. 


Jimmy leaned over the low wall around the unused bay to kiss her. Jim took the opportunity to duck out, 
trying not to laugh until he was out of hearing range. 


"Uh, hi---?" Geddy's tentative tone turned the greeting into a question "Am | - uh - interrupting anything?" 
"Of course not. Come on in" Jimmy waved him in with a smile. "You're still coming with us, aren't you?" 
"Sure, but where are we going?” Geddy still looked uncertain. 


"Place called Coppola's. They do Italian like nobody else," Maddy said. "This place is so good its almost a 


transcendental experience." One way or another, she intended to get her calzone. 
Geddy looked at Pinky. "I hope that's good." 


"So do |. | haven't been there, either---" Pinky started, then looked around as Steffie Smith came in, looking 
slightly perturbed. "Hey Stef. You and Mitch coming with us?" 


She didn't answer the question "I just talked to Neil, and he said he got the strangest phone call” 

"When?" Geddy said, looking bewildered. "He's been at the studio since---" 

"Not your Neil. Neil Tennent. Writes for Smash Hts, Steffie clarified. "He got a phone call from someone 
claiming to be Trevor who wanted to talk to him concerning the "straight story," he said. Said they guy is going 
to call him back to set up a time to talk" 

"Trevor's dead. They found his body floating under Blackfriar's Bridge," Pinky said. 

"He said this guy sounded like Trev. From what he told me, he knows some stuff | don't think anyone else 
would," Steffie replied. "He told me some of what he said, and there's no way anyone else would have known it. 
Nobody else saw the letter." 

"We don't know that," Pinky reminded her. "After what happened we never saw the letter again, either." 


"Uh - what letter?" Geddy said. "Or should | not ask?" 


"Ask," Pinky said, looking at him, her eyes suddenly haunted. "You remember the band we had before Tornado? 
Youth In Asia? Trevor McCormick with the thing for Joy Division?" 


"He turned up dead four months after lan Curtis," Geddy said. "I remember hearing about that. They said it 


was an accident." 


Pinky shook her head, meeting his gaze briefly, then looking ever-so-slightly away. "He left a suicide note. Hell, 
a suicide book. Fifteen pages. Longest note in history." She glanced at Steffie. "Stef and | hadn't seen him for 
almost a week, so we finally went over to his apartment - flat - and that's where we found it. We didn't know 


what to do. It was dated three days earlier and we were both sure it was too late, and - well, we panicked. All 


we could think to do was ask Maddy and Jimmy what to do, so we drove out to the Old Mill House, thinking it 
was about three or four hours earlier than it was - | had no clue my watch had stopped - and we woke them 
up." She looked at him then, her eyes haunted. "We never did show it to them. Jimmy went back upstairs, and 


all at once he screamed for Maddy to call an ambulance because Bonzo had stopped breathing.” 


"She ran upstairs and so did we," Steffie added. "| don't know what | did with the letter. | must have dropped it. 
By the time | remembered, it was two days later and they'd already found the body. Nobody ever asked us 
anything other than the basic "did he seem depressed?" kind of thing, and we never told anyone about finding 
the letter. Hell, he always seemed depressed." 


"The letter was nasty. He said a lot of unkind things about a lot of people," Pinky added. "We figured it was 
better if it stayed lost" All at once, though, she grinned wickedly. "Poor Trevor. He so hated being associated 
with Led Zeppelin" Youth In Asia had, much to Trevor's dismay, been signed to Swan Song and not Factory. "If 
he had any idea what came of that night-" 


"Yeah, really,” Jimmy said with a wry smile, looking at Maddy, then reaching for her hand. Their eyes met in a 
brief, unspoken communion - / can do most anything, as long as | have you. Geddy looked quickly away, feeling 
both intrusive and suddenly very alone, and unexpectedly met Pinky's gaze. She held his gaze just for a 
moment, understanding, then looked around at Steffie and said, "You coming with us?" 


She shook her head. "| told Neil I'd be there when this guy called back. I'll catch you later." 
~ Kw 


"m not sure what started the fight. | guess someone hit on the wrong girl" It was about an hour or so later 
and they - Maddy, Jimmy, Geddy and Pinky - were sitting around a table at Coppola's, waiting on their lunches. 
Steffie was telling them about one of Tornado's first gigs. "But all at once it was like West Side Story - you 


know, Jets on one side, Sharks on the other and us in the middle, on stage. We had no idea what to do---" 


"So, we did the first thing we could think to," Pinky added. "We started playing "Close To You." Cleared the place 
out in thirty seconds flat." 


"The Carpenters?" Geddy looked at her, wide-eyed. 

"We learned how to play it as a joke. Never thought it would come in handy." Pinky looked at him over the top 
of her iced tea glass. "The club owner said it was the first time he was ever grateful that a band ran all his 
customers out." 


Geddy laughed, then looked around as their orders arrived. 


"By the way, we promise not to do that on the tour. Not unless we need to," Steffie put in after the waitress 
left. 


"If a riot breaks out, please, do whatever it takes." Geddy took a cautious taste of the eggplant parm, then 
reached for the saltshaker. 


"Yeah, before they break out the tear gas. That was no fun," Jimmy said. 

"Tell me about it. Tear gas and contact lenses don't mix," Maddy remembered. 

"Were we together then?" Jimmy looked at her. 

"Not really. That was right after Brian and company decamped and I'd stayed on with Robert and you." She 
looked at the others. "We ended up huddled in the kitchen of the hotel attached to the civic center, basically 
fearing for our lives, with this riot going on outside. | don't remember what started it" She looked back at 


Jimmy, then wound linguine around her fork. She'd opted for linguine with clam sauce over a calzone. 


"Neither do |" Jimmy reached over to snitch a forkful, and they ended up with the same strand around their 
forks. Maddy let her end drop, though, before putting the fork in her mouth. 


"Yes, you may." The voice was imperious and American, coming from nearby. "She will have nothing and | will be 


having one order of plain vanilla fellatio." 


"Excuse me?" Jimmy looked around, grateful he hadn't had the fork in his mouth. He might have snorted it out 


of his nose. 
"Oh, you have got to be kidding me!" Maddy looked around. "I thought he was back in the States!" 
‘I'm not even going to go there," Pinky said, looking worriedly at Geddy. "You okay?" 


"Yeah." The last time he'd snorted a beverage out of his nose it had been milk, not Chianti, and it had been 
thanks to Alex's usual antics in the Fisherville Junior High cafeteria, not - "What on earth is he talking about?" 


"Gelato. He always did that when - oh my God---" She looked back at Jimmy, wide-eyed. "Look who he's with!" 
Jimmy did. "You're kidding," he said flatly. 

"| wish." 

"Who is he?" Geddy was completely confused. "And who is he with?" 


"Over there. My ex-boyfriend" Maddy pointed discreetly toward a rumpled, bespectacled and baseball-capped 
figure gesturing angrily at a retreating waiter amid a chorus of laughter. "Darryl Bell.” 


"Is that the guy that made that awful movie? Something about a man's life?" Pinky said. 


"A Man's World" Maddy corrected. "Yeah, it is. That was after we broke up, though." 


"We rented that once. Big mistake." Geddy made a face. "It was horrible. Was the ex-girlfriend in it supposed to 
be you?" 


"I think so. The one he handed over to his buddies for a night of whoopee?" Maddy took a sip of iced tea 
"More like gang rape," Geddy said with a shudder. 
"Is it true that they really raped her?" Pinky said, eyes wide. 


"It looked like they did. That's when Alex turned it off. We didn't want to watch any more." Geddy glanced over 
at the other table. "Who's the blonde with him? She looks familiar." 


"That's Vicki. Carlton's ex," Maddy said. 


Mysteries 


Author's Notes: 

The UA (United Artists\', back in the day) Cinema really existed, and they really did run\"The Song Remains 
The Same\" every Saturday at midnight. Alas, | was far to young to go at the time. And Margaret Thatcher 
really did drop by uninvited during the filming of the video for \"Distant Early Warning\'-and Geddy Lee really 
did quite awkwardly avoid her. 


"Your cousin's?" Geddy glanced over at the irate “Cinematic Auteur." 
"I'd hate to think how he asks for a blow job," Pinky said. 


"He doesn't ask. He just shoves your head between his legs." Maddy glanced over at the other table, then 


twirled more linguine onto her fork. 

"He needs his head shoved up his arse, if you ask me," Jimmy said. 

"It already is. Considering how swollen it is, 'm surprised he got it to fit in there," Maddy pointed out. 
Jimmy looked back over his shoulder at Darryl, who was informing Vicki that when the "backers" arrived, 
"your little mouth is to stay shut at all times." Granted, she isnt the brightest bulb in the hallway, as Maddy 
would say, but that still doesn’t justify your treating her so condescendingly. He couldn't even imagine telling 
Maddy to keep her mouth shut. A/though more than once she should have ordered me to. 


"He'd have that wine bottle shoved up his ass in about two seconds if he pulled that crap with me." Pinky 
reached across the table for a breadstick. 


"Seems like a waste of a good bottle of wine,” Maddy said 

Geddy glanced over. "That's not a good bottle. That's about as cheap as you can go without a screw cap. 
"Got me. All | know about it is that it comes from grapes. | think" Maddy twirled linguine around her fork 
"Well, all | know about beads is they're round," Geddy admitted 


"Not all of them." Maddy pointed at him with the fork, waiting until she finished swallowing to say, "See, that 


means | know more about wine than you do about beads!" 


"All | know is that ten millimeter Czech firepolished crystal hurts like bloody hell when you step on it in the 
middle of the night," Jimmy said, giving Maddy a wry but affectionate smile. She did her best to mind her 


stash, but escapes did happen. JJ had quickly discovered that runaways could usually be traded for candy, 
especially if he found the one last bead his mother needed to complete her latest creation. 


"Gentlemen, gentlemen!" Darryl's fulsome greeting startled them. "Do sit down, sit down. | promise you this 
delectable little piece of eye candy shan't interrupt our manly business. Now, gentlemen, shall we order and get 
down to our business?" He rubbed his hands together almost gleefully as he reseated himself. The 


conversation continued, at a more normal volume. 


"As sweet as you undoubtedly are, luv, | never really thought of you as eye candy," Jimmy said, giving Maddy 


a lascivious glance. 
"Jimmy!" She looked away in an attempt to hide a sudden blush. He laughed softly and kissed her cheek. 


"Okay, you two either cut it out or get a room," Pinky said, mock-sternly, then winked at Geddy, who was 
looking at his plate. He didn't want anyone to know where his mind had gone with that one. Speculating on what 
Jimmy and Maddy Page did with their privacy was one thing when he hadn't known them, but now that he did. 


~ Ke 


Neil Tennet pushed the little button that disconnected the speakerphone and looked at Steffie. "Well?" They 


were in a conference room at the Smash Hts offices, door closed. 


"It sure sounds like him." She twisted a strand of hair, which this week was an odd shade between Creamsicle 
and Bordeaux, through her fingers. "Shit" She hadn't said a word, but had listened intently while Neil arranged a 


time with this unknown entity - was it Trevor? - for an in-depth phone call 


| was hoping | could convince him to meet face to face. Then | could have told you for sure if it was him." He 
chewed thoughtfully on the cap of a Biro. "How sure are you that the body they pulled out of the river was 


his?" 


"His brother ID'ed it" She shifted position on the glossy oval table, uncrossing her legs and stretching them out 
in front of her, looking at the toes of her once-white Candies sneakers. "We never saw it. The funeral was 


closed casket." Much fo my relief, she added mentally, then immediately felt bad for thinking it. 


"Do you know how long it - he - had been in the water?" Neil looked uncomfortable. "| mean, they say that 
after they've been in the water awhile---" 


| have no idea | didn't want to." She swung her legs back under the table, looking at the grayish London light 
reflecting off the white walls. Although they day had started out sunny, the sky was now scudded over with 
thin, dirty-looking clouds. 


"Did his brother know about the note?" Neil was looking out the window rather than at her. 


"No. We didn’t tell him." She glanced at him. "For one thing, we'd lost it by then. For another thing, all the things 
he said - what purpose would it have served? It just would have gotten a lot of people angry at him and at 
one another. He said some pretty ugly things, and a lot of it wasn't true, or at least didn't happen the way he 
claimed. Third, his parents are Catholic. Big time Catholic. | really think it was ruled an accident and not probable 
suicide so he could be buried in the churchyard. As it was, his parents didn't ID the body because his mother 
was under sedation in a hospital up near Essex. They thought she'd had a stroke at first. If someone proves it 
was suicide and they have to take him out of that church graveyard, | think itll kill them both. His mother 


hasn't been the same since as it is." 
He nodded. "Work with me on this, okay? I'd like you to sit in at the next call, if you have time." 
we 


"You never told me about Trevor when you called that morning," Geddy was saying. It was a bit later, after 
lunch, and he and Pinky were walking down the street away from the restaurant. Jimmy and Maddy had headed 
back over to the office. "| didn't even realize who you were until later. | knew you were one of Maddy's friends, 


but that was all" 


"It wasn't exactly the time or the place for it," Pinky said. "We were at the hospital by then Maddy had made 
Rick Hobbs go fetch her Rolodex from the Swan Song offices because she needed the numbers. But she hadn't 
made it there by the time we arrived with Peter. So | just started calling people. That's why it took so long for 
someone to get hold of you." After the ambulance had left, Maddy had, in Robert's words, become "quite 
Germanic in her organization,” dispatching him to fetch Pat Bonham, Jason, and Zoe, Rick to fetch the Rolodex 
and bring it to the hospital and Pinky and Stef out to Horselunges to fetch Peter Grant. At the time, Pinky had 
wondered why on Earth Maddy didn't just call him and tell him to meet them at the hospital, or why she'd 
insisted that Robert take little Scarlet Page with him to fetch Bonzo's wife. It was only in hindsight she'd 
realized that Jimmy was teetering on the edge of a total breakdown, and Maddy hadn't wanted anyone else to 
witness it. What Maddy herself might have witnessed after everyone was sent away was anyone's guess. She'd 
finally turned up at the hospital a few hours later, alone and shellshocked, almost catatonic. Jimmy hadn't 
arrived for several more hours, finally turning up completely strung out and supported by old friend Roy 
Harper. At that point, Pinky wouldn't have figured Jimmy would even be around almost four years later, never 


mind-- 

"There you are!" Steffie caught up with them. 

"Well?" Pinky was quite grateful to be jarred out of her memories. 

"It sure as hell sounded like him. | don't know what the fuck's going on. Neither does Neil.” 
"Are you going to go with him to meet the guy?" 


"They're not meeting. Yet. Next one's by phone. I'm sitting in" Steffie shook her head. "Shit, this is like a movie 


or something, you know?" 


"Uh, Stef? Not to change the subject, but your hair wasn't that color two days ago - was it?" Geddy wasn't 


even sure what "that color" was. He wasn't sure it had even existed before now. 


"| got bored, okay?" Steffie said with a shrug. "Listen, PT, if you want to be in on this, I'll let you know when 


it's going down" 


"Going down? You're either making it sound pornographic or mysterious, l'm not sure which. And l'm not sure 


Mitch would approve of the first one." 


"Don't worry, homegirl, Neil likes boys, too, if you know what | mean," Steffie replied breezily. "Now I'm going to 
meet Mitch for lunch. Talk to you later, PT, okay?" She added the last part over her shoulder as she headed 
down the street. 


"Is she always like that?" Geddy felt a little bit dizzy. 


"More or less. l'm not sure how much of her personality is her and how much of it is caffeine," Pinky said, 
glancing after her friend. "She replaced a two and a half pack a day cigarette habit with a two and a half can a 
day coffee habit" 


"And who's Mitch?" 


"Mitch Hunter. Her fiancé. And no, he's kind of her opposite number," Pinky said. "He played guitar for awhile, 
but he doesn't like being on stage. So we got my sister to take over." 


"You didn't set out to be an all-girl band, then?" 


"We didn't set out to be anything really, except good. It all kind of just happened. The only thing we knew for 
sure was that we didn't want to be Youth In Asia anymore. For one thing, the name sucked. For another thing, 
all that was Trevor. He was the one who wanted to be lan Curtis, not us. I'm not even sure | like Joy Division 
Too freaking depressing for me. Although | like the Cure, for whatever reason But they're different. All that 
doom and gloom and broken hearts and Robert Smith has been with the same girl since they were both 


sixteen" 


Geddy started to say And / thought | would be, foo, but didn't. It still hurt too much for him to think about. He 
could understand why the dissolution of Peter Grants marriage had been the thing that drove the formidable 


manager over the edge. 


Pinky looked at him intently for a moment, perhaps reading his distress, perhaps not, but not commenting on it. 
Instead, she changed the subject. "So how did the video ultimately go?" 


"Well, Margaret Thatcher dropped by right after you left," he said, relieved for the change of topic. 


"Yeah, right. Good one." 


"No, I'm serious. She did. Ask Maddy," He laughed despite himself. "I think Hugh is a bit ticked off at me. | didn't 
want to talk to her." 


"Why didn't you just get Alex to go over there? He would have kept her entertained” Pinky still wasn't entirely 
sure if he was kidding or not. 


"Good question. | don't think he wanted to get involved, either." 
"What did Maddy do?" 
"Made herself quite scarce." 


"| don't think she likes Thatcher any more than she does Reagan, which is to say she doesn't," Pinky said. "| 
don't think Jimmy voted for her, either." 


"Is Maddy still an American citizen, or is she British now?" 

"I have no idea | know she's got no desire to move back to the States, especially now. Hey, come in here with 
me. | want to check this place out" She made an abrupt turn into a store advertising videotapes for sale. "We 
just got a player and | want to see what's out." 


Geddy followed, picking up a tape on a rack near the door. "Here's Sleeper" 


"Was that the one with the Orgasmatrom? Or was that Barberella?" She looked over his shoulder, close enough 


for him to catch a hit of whatever odd, spicy-musky perfume she wore. 


"I think it's this one," he said, rather wishing they hadn't wandered onto this topic. He didn't want her to know 
what he was suddenly thinking. She's not interested That way. 


“Cute. We should get it for the bus. You think?" 


"What? The Orgasmatron?" He said it almost before he realized what he was saying and blushed. So much for 
not letting on what he was thinking. 


"Well | was thinking of the movie, but | like your idea better." She gave him a speculative look and he blushed, 


looking away. 
"Uh, what else do they have?" he said after a moment, not looking at her. 


"Dunno." She hoped the exasperation didn't show in her voice. /m frying to hit on you, numbskull. Throw me a 
friggin’ bone here. 


~ Ke 


"Don't look at me. I'm not going to tell him who she's with." Maddy held up both hands in a warding-off gesture. 
"Let him find out for himself” 


"You're not afraid of him, are you? Darryl, | mean Jimmy said. They were standing amid the overgrown 
rainforest of hollyhocks behind the Swan Song building. The day had turned sunny again, but unusually warm 
and humid - for London. Back in Maddy's native land of Arkansas, it would have been remarkably cool for July. 


"Nah. If it came to it, | could clobber him." She sat down on a pile of boards after checking for nails and/or 


splinters. "I'm just not sure | want to get in the middle of Carlton's scheme to win Vicki back, whatever it is." 
"You actually think he has a scheme?" Jimmy sat down with her. "Isn't that giving him too much credit, luv?" 
Although he normally quite fancied the incongruous greenery behind the building, he was wondering if some 


trimming might be in order. He kept expecting to hear jungle drums. 


"| didn't say it was a good one." She reached for his hand, twining her fingers through his. "Okay, yeah. Maybe | 
am afraid of him. A little." 


"He's a reprehensible bastard" Jimmy pressed his lips softly to her temple, then pulled her into his arms. "We 
should probably go rescue Freddie and Tianna from Ju." 


"Yeah." She found herself gazing into his dark eyes. He smiled, then leaned over and kissed her softly on the 


mouth. 

"| love you, hummingbird,” he whispered when their lips parted. 

She pushed a stray curl out of his eyes. "| love you, too." 

He touched her nose with his forefinger. "I love you more." 

She couldn't keep from giggling. "No, | love you more." It was an old game with them. 

He kissed her again. "No, | love you more." 

"| love you more than it's possible to ever love anyone. How's that?" she inquired when their lips parted. 

He kissed her nose. "Yeah. Same here." 

"Okay, that guy is harder to figure out than a Rubik's Cube!" Pinky's frustrated voice made them both jump. 


"Who? Geddy?" Maddy looked around, but didn't move away from Jimmy. 


| can't figure out what it is with him. | can't tell if he's interested or not" Pinky started to sit down with 
them, then decided not to since she had on white pants. 


"Give him time. He's shy." Jimmy said, sitting back but keeping an arm around Maddy. 


"And awkward. And dorky. Not to mention his nose needs its own zip code," Pinky agreed. "But damn it, he's 
cute. Even with the toucan beak. Hey, look what | found" She dug in her purse, finally extracting a videotape of 
The Song Remains The Same. "It's out." 


"So it is." Jimmy took the tape to look at it. "Wow. This brings back memories." 
"Such as you bitching out Joe Massot for making Percy's cock look so big," Maddy said with a wicked grin 
"Okay, this | haven't heard" Pinky looked interested. 


| wasn't "bitching him out," as you say, woman" Jimmy kissed Maddy's nose, then looked over at Pinky. "I was 


merely questioning the rationale behind that particular camera angle." 


"Your exact words were: "Percy, what the fuck did you put in there? A fucking cucumber?!" Maddy managed a 


fair approximation of Jimmy's posh accent. 


"I believe | said aubergine, not cucumber," Jimmy retorted with a wink. "And no, | didn't complain that the shot 


up the mountain made my arse look too big." 


"Nothing could make your butt look big," Pinky said, smiling at Jimmy's preposterous romantic fantasy. A 
wanderer with a guitar sees a distant flash upon a hillside and climbs up to investigate, finding the girl of his 
dreams, the angel with the broken wing (played, of course, by Maddy Page) waiting at the summit -just a little 
over the proverbial top, aren't we? And didn't we all want to be the girl in that clp? | know | did Back then, of 
course, she and her female friends had dismissed Maddy as simply another dumb groupie who Jimmy only kept 
around because she was easy. Now she knew that nothing could have been further from the truth. Which only 
makes it cooler when she kneels down and fakes him in her arms, and he gazes into her eyes for that one long 
moment before they kiss 


Jimmy and Maddy exchanged a nanosecond glance, maybe thinking of the same thing, maybe not - before he 


handed the tape back to Pinky. "I suppose | really should get a copy of it. Even if it wasn't exactly what we 
intended it to be." 


"Hey, it was the big midnight draw at the old UA Cinema for the longest time," Pinky said. “Friday nights were 
Rocky Horror, Saturdays were strictly Song Remains The Same." 


"What was the UA Cinema?" Jimmy said. 


"The theater down in Carmel." She pronounced it almost like the candy - CAR-mull "That was quite the little 
hike from Poughkeepsie, but that was cool. Stef's brother used to drive us. Back then he couldn't decide if he 
wanted to be you or Joey Ramone." She smiled. "Man, speaking of the Ramones, all my New York friends would 


just die if they knew what Johnny told me a awhile back." 

"Johnny Ramone?" Maddy said. 

"What did he tell you?" Jimmy said. 

Pinky grinned. "He told me and Stef that you were pretty much his inspiration for everything. Stef just about 
died. Of course, that was before we met you guys." The punk-vs.-whatever bit seemed silly now, in hindsight. "I 
always kind of felt bad about that. I'd pretty much written you guys off before | met you." 

"I think everyone had pretty much written us off by then," Jimmy admitted. "Maybe they still have." 


"We're working on it." Maddy reached around and took Jimmy's hand in both of hers. 


Jimmy nodded. "| really want to - we all do - but we'll have all those yobs saying we're just in it for the 


money, when we're not." 


"You know that and | know that. And we'll think of something." Maddy squeezed his hand, then looked at Pinky. 


"So which one was the big thing? Rocky Horror or ours?" 

‘Oh yours, definitely," Pinky said. “England may have written you guys off by then, but in America, you were 
gods. Gods. You have no idea. You guys were the Gods of Sex, Drums and Rock and Roll, and England was 
Olympus. Or Valhalla, depending on your point of view, | guess. Anyway, it was like the Holy Grail or something 
to a seventeen-year-old suburban chick fresh out of her - well, | can't say training bra, ‘cause | never wore 
one. | shot right past that stage in oh, give or take five minutes." Pinky glanced pseudo-ruefully at her chest. 
"I hear you," Maddy said with a wry smile. 


‘lm not complaining," Jimmy said, kissing her cheek. 


"Well, anyway, for us it was like the quest for the Holy Grail or something, coming here. And then meeting you 
guys after you liked our demo-" 


"Which quest for the Holy Grail? Monty Python's?" Jimmy couldn't resist. 


"Yeah, pretty much. Except instead of the Killer Rabbit, we had you biting the head off a chocolate bunny,” 


Pinky remembered. 


"Yeah, and it my chocolate bunny!" Maddy mock-slapped Jimmy, who laughed. "Hey guys, let's go in. | want to 


make a quick phone call." 


we 
"And she thinks it's their former lead singer?" Alex's eyes went wide. "That is - seriously weird” 


"To say the least. And don't tell anyone else, okay? | get the feeling Stef doesn't want it spread all over 
London," Geddy said. They were back at the flat Alex and his wife were renting during their stay in England - 


renting had turned out to be less expensive than a hotel. 


‘Im lost. What was the timeline, anyway?" Alex frowned, trying to piece it together in his mind. "How long was 


that first band together?" 


lm not sure. They were signed to Swan Song in April of 1979, and their first album - which wasn't really a 
proper album, just a six-song demo that was released as such - came out almost right away. | don't think it 
had a title. Sexploitation came out either late IT19 or early 1980. | can't think which." Pinky had gone over the 
whole timeline with him, but Geddy wasn't sure he had it right. "They did a rather short tour of England, 
according to Pinky, then in August they started working on an album she said was going to be called Locksley 
Hall She said the lyrics were pretty much the Tennyson poem set to music. She also said it sucked" He shook 
his head with a laugh. "She said they had bits and pieces of tracks down - some were almost done, and they 
had a couple left over they hadn't used on the other album - but just as they were really getting going, 
Trevor vanished. They couldn't get hold of him. After about a week of trying to track him down, they 
borrowed a key to his apartment - flat - from his girlfriend and went to see if he was okay. | guess that was 
when they found the suicide note and hightailed it out to Windsor." He smiled a little wryly. "I think Pinky know 
damn well what time it was. | think she doesn't want to admit that she freaked out." 


"Well, hell, who wouldn't have freaked out?" Alex said. "| mean, what would we have done in that situation? 


Probably the same thing they did, more or less. Woken Ray up, at any rate." 


"| don't blame her," Geddy said. "Thing is, they don't know what happened to the note. Pinky thinks either she or 
Steffie dropped it somewhere in the Pages’ old house, but when they asked Jimmy's assistant - Rick, | think 
his name is - to look for it, he couldn't find anything.” 


"Do you think he kept it?" 


"He wouldn't have had any reason to. He didn't know any of the parties involved. And the band wasn't famous 
at the time. It was only after everything happened that Trevor got turned into a sort of icon" Dying had 
turned out to be the smartest career move Trevor McCormick could have made. It had cemented his status 
as a brooding, tragic icon, driven to his death by the cold, cruel, misunderstanding world, following in the 


footsteps of his tragic muse and idol, lan Curtis. 


It didn't surprise Geddy that Pinky and company had wanted to get as far away from Trevor's legacy as 


possible. 


